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t one of the popular Colonne
Sunday concerts, he played Liszt's

nother said he'd heard nothing like it
ce the recitals of the young Horowitz.
third said: “It’s Liszt come back to life.” |
Now the story moves to the charming
little square of the village of Montigny-les-
Cormeilles, near Paris, only a few miles from
the factory chimneys of Argenteuil, where the
music-lovers’ idol lives the life of a country
gentleman. It is the first really peaceful
home the pianist has known.

His childhood had been far from peaceful,
in fact. When he was only two, his father,
Jyla, a cymbalon player with a gypsy
orchestra, sat him down at the piano. At
four, little Gyorgy gave his first concert, or
rather, the sort of circus turn to which infant
prodigies are always subjected. The public
would give a melody as a theme, and the child
in his little embroidered suit would improvise
on it, just as the infant Mozart had done two
hundred years before.

Often the child’s earnings were all that
allowed the family to eat of an evening, for
the father could find no more work and they

oy : Concerto in E Flat, an overworked concert
Cuiftra Gybrgy &g@ One critic called it a triumph.
8]

3



were very poor. The boy's renown grew; he |
appeared in fashionable salons; a famous |
planist gave him lessons. At thirteen he
gave his first real concert. At sixteen he left
on a tour of Scandinavia.
World War IT tore him away from his |
Eiano and sent him to an anti-aircraft
attery, but afterward, he would practise |
ten hours a day to make up for lost time.
The new government was not interested in
him. Falling back on his gypsy heritage,
he earned an unofficial livelihood by playing
in cabarets catering to foreigners. By now
he was thirty-six and had been little heard of,
outside Hungary. Then came that tragi
and glorious day of October, 1956. . . .
Since then, storms of applause h
accompanied Cziffra on his travels.
December, 1959, the packed Théagre
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The Cziffras do not entertain. Their o
servants are a cleaning womap. and a
gardener. They never go out in thesvening(,
excelpt for Gyorgy's concerts and he
local cinema is showing a detective
Cziffra practises in a little storey
( i room, his eyes half closed, seaj re the

curiously carved piano whic only
one in the house. His lips& ating
the notes that will spring under his
fingers. A microphone to the
rest of the house, fo ¢ enters his
sanctuary while he is # Nothing can
stop him but total %

four hours later his
perspiration and
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evening he Gitl b again. Depending
on his n:nga | he spends five, seven
or ten hours a day/at the piano.
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